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Have you a little humor in 
your home? 
















All Right, 
Judge: 


225 Fifth Avenue 
New York City 


beginning with 


a later date. 
foreign $1.50.) 





Name 
Street 
Cit 
State 








I accept your offer 
three months for 
$1.00. It is understood 
that you send me Judge 


issue, 13 numbers in all. I en- 
close $1.00 (or) send me a bill at 


What is a home without 
humor? 


You may have Oriental rugs, 
electric ights, running hot and 
cold water, perfect acoustics, 
and all othér modern conven- 
iences in your house, but it is 
not home unless some provision 
is made for a certain number 
of long, loud, wholesome 
laughs each week—say on Wed- 
nesday or Thursday. 

You may subscribe to The 
Literary Dejector, The 
Solemn Solace, The 

Crabbed Companion, 

SK. The Joyless Journal 


XK" The Serious 
NN 
N 


the current 


the 


(Canadian $1.25, 
Judge-8-3-18 


Associate, but these alone will 
not answer nature’s needs. 


Neither will countless cana- 
ries solve the problem. 


Judge w//. 


Judge isa necessity. If we 
have ever intimated that Judge 
was a luxury, it was a slip. 
Stop your subscription to The 
Anatomical Analyzer if you 
must, but take Judge at any 
cost. It won’t be much, how- 
ever. 


A dollar will put Judge on 
your reading table for the next 
thirteen weeks. Let the little 
coupon brighten your home. 


nation’s perpetual 
smileage book 
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Nightmared by C. Bertram Hartman 


“Turis War-Time GAME or SUBMARINE Peek-a-Boo” 


SPECULATION 


By Berton BraLey 


HEN the war is over an’ we can sail Yes, after drawin’ our every breath 
With our lights a shinin’ free, In the perils that we has known, 
An’ we needn’t watch fer a U-boat’s trail An’ playin’ at hide an’ seek with death 
Slinkin’ under the sea; In the thick of the danger zone, 
When we kin steam at an easy lope Where a Hun torpedo may start to race 
An’ the decks are clear of guns, A-streakin’ it fer our hull— 
With never a sign of a periscope Well, after havin’ them things to face, 
Along o’ the track we runs; Won’t peace seem a leetle dull? 
I’m thinkin’ at first we’ll find it great Oh, Ill be glad when it comes, all right, 
With never a convoy near, An’ there isn’t no need to ride 
To plod along on a course that’s straight With the gunner’s mate at the five-inch sight 
With nary a sub to fear, An’ the boats swung overside, 
Yet, after playin’ this war-time game But I’m thinkin’ some, as a feller will, 
Of submarine peek-a-boo, That when days of peace come back, 
I’m wonderin’ won’t we find it tame We'll be missin’ some of the old time thrill 
With nothin’ like that to do? That we knew on the U-boat track! 
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“I Recocnizep Rosin Goopre.titow, Just as I Hap Seen Him tn a Fapep Print, Years Berore” 


A Midsummer 


By BENJAMIN 


Night’s Steam 


De CASSERES 


Illustrated by Atpert HENCKE 


HENEVER you are “up against it,” if you 

are in New York, take a boat for Staten 

Island. Whenever you have a problem 

to solve, or a debt that you can’t pay 

or a next chapter to work out in that 
novel that is going to make Rex Beach look like a 
penny stamp, get on one of those boats. In summer 
time especially it is the Trip Magnificent. You can 
go ‘round and ’round for a little more than nothing. 
And presto! everything begins to unravel. 

There are gnomes on those boats. They may come 
out of the water. Maybe they are born of the air. 
Or of those shores that glitter at vou like a vast being, 
a Sphinx with a thousand-thousand eyes. 

Anyhow, I met my gnome on my fourth trip around 
on a glorious summer night not many days ago. I sat 
on one of the seats surrounding the cabin rubbing the 
back of my ear—like Aladdin rubbing his lamp. My 
mind was harping on the Destiny-of-Things-in-General. 
Why do I rub the back of my ear when trying to dope 
out What-It’s-All-About? I do not know; but since 


that night I have discovered in an old tome that the 
bone in back of the ear is really the subway to the 
Invisible Domains. 

While I was rubbing, gently rubbing at this cham- 
ber-door to Magic Land, some one tapped me lightly 
on the knee (it was my tenth rub, I think). I looked 
around negligently, expecting a “touch” and I beheld 
the queerest-looking person I have laid my eyes on this 
side of Washington. 

A rather fat boy, dressed in a blue serge, a stand-up 
collar, flaring red tie, from which shone a green-stone 
pin; patent leather boots, and in his hand a little walk- 
ing stick—something like a wand—gold-tipped with a 
ferrule of opal. His hat was grotesque, for it was an 
old style low plug, such as some equestriennes affect. 

I recognized Robin Goodfellow—just as I had seen 
him in a faded print, years before in an old Sussex 
tavern.. This was, indeed, a midsummer’s night steam! 

‘You rubbed your ear ten times, and here I am. 
It’s my cue. You are worried over Things-in-General, 
hey? Well, I am not, and I know a deal more than you. 
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I am the Comic Spirit of ter, like good red wine, will 
Th Laughter is n re oon be extinct if you don’t 
lig 1 the absur brace up and see the funny 
recreat side of the fine thing that life 
. | ] ¢ really is. 
: Me hele e ‘Too much rote and 
il being « el | reason,” he continued, kick- 
i a 5 W ! ing a carpenter's rule lving 
gy f e mere }j on the de » the ba 
g. | the I: “Too mu common senst 
| Land—the and not enough of uncommon 
( ( f old Mothe ense, which is a little sane 
lia | mortal we carelessness about things. Ef- 
( ou would not ficiency! Pah! I  wouldn’ 
h t ble \r get on a boat if I didn’t think 
ibsence of hume s the be- it stood a chance of be i 
nning of all tragedies.” wrecked. I wouldn’t aviate 
Che ( ure the veri- if I thought it was a safe 
able Plav-Boy of the World sport.”’ (I took a hurried loo 
I asked him. not doubting { toward the life-preserver 


a moment that | had rone Pic king out my} room 





insane on Ves i the psychopathic ward, I ven 
‘Precisely,” ejaculated the Lode Teepallae Canter Gees Weos! tured to ask whether Hi 
Urchin of Laughter, flourish- Highness of the Quintessinal 
ing his cane, from which flew into the night air thou- Giggle thought the world would ever be ruled by laughter, 
sands of little faces wreathed with laughter and smiles. whether the humorists would some day rule the world. 
“T am the little God of Circumstance, who slyly strews “Without a doubt,” he chuckled. “But not until 
your path with banana peels and puts into your pocket my cousin—old Jack Mephistopheles—has finished 
purses filled with sawdust. putting ears on you all and you have looked full-faced 
‘Ah, you do not see measI really am. The trouble into my mirror.” 
with the times is that you have lost your real eye—all “Your mirror?” | asked, hoping for a nice, soft keep- 
of you—the Imagination. Where is your statue to’ erin the booby-hutch. “What is that—your mirror?” 
Mark Twain in this country, hey? And I heard, for answer, a laugh so silvery, so 


[oo much business—not enough humor and _=space-enveloping, so sewn with health, gladness and 
imagination—that’s what’s the matter with the whole sanity that the lights of the Jersey shore and Brooklyn 





bunch of you humans. You have forsaken me seemed to be drowned in a finer essence than light itself. 
Bob Goodfellow—and are running after strange and Sump! “Last trip—you can’t sleep here!’ some 
ugly gods.”’ one bending over me said. 

And he whirled his cane—or wand—around in the It was a cop. 
air thrice as if pronouncing a comic anathema on 
civilization, squat there before us in the night with its Dressed 
thousand eyes of artificial light. Wife—Was Mrs. De Style in her new gown when you saw her? 

‘l have wings And you could have them too if Hul Partly 

u had more hun 
und imaginati¢ j Keen for His Task 
Laughter and imag US, a newly arrived 


Swede, had been 


wings, given 1 hanging around the mill 
by me at your birt for some time, waiting 
What have l for work when the boss 
the f Bi ¢ decided to put him to 


repairing the tools 
A couple of hours 
ater the boss came 








iround to see how Gus 
was getting along. The 


controlists, puritar latter was perspiring 


hibitionists, birth- | 
b- over a saw he had been 
told to file. 
r. “Well, how are you 
hidde Kea — making it, Gus?” 
\ 
“ Perty good, boss, 


sentimental landlu 

bers, war-lords, suf- 
fra-this and _ suffra- 
that, trade-lords and 
heaven only knows 
what have taken pos- Dra " by Barks ALI RoGERs ay soon ben done but 
ession of the planet, Boss—And why are yo ng ust ay ain’t bane got all the 


Ar The Typist—Well, 1 think that I’ve been here long enoug _— 
and my kingdom is The Boss—Why, Miss Jones. You | = in on ene te nicks out of this knife 








uu havent even Deen here iong enough 


in the dust. Laugh- learn typewriting yet.” 











Drawn by R. B. Futter 
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Grandma—You mustn't wade out too far, 


U-boats stirred up! 


Clever—If Nothing Else 


By Metva L. ArNo.tp 





Thinking this quite plausibl 
man reached his hand down under 
the bed and whistled softly. 

A chance in a thousand and And\ 
took it! He scuffled a little al 
the floor and then reached out ar 
licked the hand affectionately. Th« 
effect was immediate and to his lik 
ing. The man rolled contentedly over 
and was soon snoring with so much 
vehemence that Andy could have 
walked out on his heels with perfect 
safety. 


His Observation 
‘470’ sho’ly must ’tend de revival, sah,” 
said Brother Buckaloo. ‘“‘De ’van 
gelist am a pow’ful ’zorter, and ’nounces 
dat t’mor’ night he’s gwine to git de devil 
on de run.” 

“Umph!” returned Goat Simmons, 
the gambling man. “I’s seed a heap o’ 
dem dar ’vangelists r’ar back on deir pon- 
derosity and specify wid a loud shout dat 
dey done had de devil on de run. And 
den, next time I meets old Satan, sa’n- 


terin’ comf’ably along, I axes him, ‘How ‘bout it, sah? Dat 
po’tly ’vangelist up at de chapel is noratin’ round dat he’s done 


run yo’ plumb ragged.’ And he dess smiles and says, ‘News to 


ling to himself as he stood beside the well-polished 
mahogany dresser and dropped the last string of 


UCKY ANDY, as his mates called him, was chuck- 


precious gems into the chamois bag. 


Three short steps now would take 
him to the hall door, from which 
a speedy get-away was possible. 

He turned to go, but stooped 
down quickly at the foot of the bed 
and held his breath in the awful 
silence that followed, a terrible silence 
even for as hardened a crook as Andy. 

The man of the house sat up on 
the edge of the bed, wondering if his 
imagination was deceiving him or 
not. Hearing nothing for several 
minutes, he allowed his wife to per- 
suade him that his brain was playing 
him false. 

“T was sure I heard something; 
funny I’d wake up out of a sound 
sleep for nothing—there! What was 
that?” 

’ For during these whispered words, 
the burglar had taken the chance to 
work his way a little under the bed, 
so as to be out of sight in case this 
man should decide to get up to in- 
vestigate things. Huddled under 
the half suspicious pair, he heard the 
man muttering something about 
hearing a dragging sound at the foot 
of the bed. 

**Well, it must be the dog. You 
know I alwavs allow Carlo to come 
up and his pillow is there.” 


This was the most 
successful pick-up yet, and ‘how easy it had been. 


me, sah. I didn’t even know I was bein’ chased.’ ” 


A Definition 


Happiness is the dream of a perpetual Sunday morning with 
the alarm-clock muffled. 
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Ropngey THOMSON 


ForMER Umpire: One Strike! 
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Drawn by J. R. Suaver 


As Tuey Woutp Say 1n THE ARMY 


“It was necessary to leave some valuable material in the hands of the enemy.’ 


Money 


By Leste Van Every 


"Tore to the continuous existence of money, a lot of habits 
are allowed to get in their work, good or bad. Bosses have 
funny habits sometimes. After a boss has annually, for six 

years in a row, picked out the twenty-fourth day of December upon 

which to give his employee a crisp, freshly-laundried dollar bill, and 
then forgets all about doing it the seventh year, he seriously em- 
basrasses said employee, hampers his progress in a certain direction, 
and compels him to make some eleventh-hour changes in his plans. 

We had figured out a week ahead of time just what we were going to 

get with the dollar. 

It was once our privilege, to personally examine a ten-dollar bill 
and enjoy its fragrance; but by any other name it would have smelt 
the same. We also once sawa plumber spend two hours and a half 
trying to fish a nickel out from under a sidewalk grate. 

Why doesn’t some heady party think up a new kind of cash regis- 
ter? Most certainly a five-dollar purchase should be rung up much 
louder than a two-cent one! 

To-day there are many financial advisers in the land. Modestly, 
we announce that we are one ourself. Not a day goes by but what we 


get letters asking us to advise when we will remit for this thing, or that. 


A Much Needed Invention 


By Exuts O. Jones 
7T ‘HERE is a crying need in the world’s affairs for an efficient listen- 
ometer, or listen-measurer—something that will tell how hard a 
man is listening. 
Many a man claims to be a good listener and while he may be 


going through all the motions of listening, : 
there is really no telling just how intently and 
proficiently his listening processes are being 
concentrated upon the listenee. 

Even a woman likes to listen now and 
then, and of course, being a woman, curiosity 
if nothing else would prompt her to try to 
find out just what kind of listening she was 
doing. Thousands of listenometers could 
thus be sold directly into homes. 

But they would be of particular value in 
judging of the qualifications of office boys, 
stenographers, clerks, students, music-lovers, 
night watchmen, telephone operators, spies, 
gossips, and other functionaries of our com- 
mercial and social order. 


A Life Story 
By Wavter G. Dory 


HEN he was born they handed him the 

wrong Christian name and later gave 
him the wrong training and sent him to the 
wrong school. When he grew up he went 
into the wrong business on the wrong street 
in the wrong town and married the wrong 
woman. He always managed to say the 
wrong thing at the wrong time. Most of the 
things he did got him in wrong. Now he won- 
ders if, when he dies, he will go to the wrong 
place. And his name is legion. 








Drawn by Joun Hep 
“T say, old dear, you have on only one spat.” 
“IT know it, old thing. My stupid valet en- 
listed and I can’t find the other one.” 


























Drawn by Hau Burrows 
“There now, William, why didn’t you let me buy a skirt like that? 
Think of the movey we could have saved on material.” 


Transformed 


By Howarp Dietz 


EFORE the war was thought about—before 
the nations fought a bout, 
This world of little matters was an interesting 
place. 
passably exciting thing was then a most invit- 
ing thing, 
And worthy of considerable journalistic space. 
When life was all monotony, a monograph on 
botany 
Divided 
plough. 
The cosmos had zest to it—a giggle and a jest to it. 
You wouldn’t know the old place now! 


The 


rapt attention with the latest model 


In former days a thrilling time, a positively killing 
time, , 
Was had by one who visited the Museum of Art. 
Why then the most adventury amusement of the 
century 
Was slicking up your hair with oil and centering 
the part. 
Where now we talk of flying and of gassing and of 
dying and 
Of all the ways of waging war—its wherefore, 
why and how, 





We used to talk of pitching stars and 
Broadway’s most bewitching stars . . . 
You wouldn’t know the old place now! 
A peaceful, tranquil universe—accept it 
from this puny verse— 
Is now a fire that’s roaring high and 
humans are its spray. 
The world’s a different entity; it’s 
its old identity. 
The persiflage of yesterday is camouflage 
to-day. 
A single German emperor has changed the 
whole world’s temper, or 
We'd rather say that Junkerdom has 
made its final bow. 
The change is more than wonderful—it’s 
positively thunderful! 
You wouldn’t know the old place now! 


lost 


Too Previous 

“T hear tell that feller died at the circus over in 
lumlinville tuther day?” remarked a neighbor. 

“Eh-yah!” replied Mr. Gap Johnson, of Rumpus 
Ridge, Ark. “The second time the 
the feller laughed so hard he busted a blood vessel. If 
he had waited a spell he’d have had something worth 
busting a blood vessel about. Them dad-burned clowns 
just got funnier and funnier all the time.” 


clowns came out 





Drawn by W. O. Witson 


“You’d ought to try a little oil on yer bay’net, Ed. 
You’ll be surprised how nice and smooth it'll work.” 
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New York 


“Many tearful farewells takes 





Afraid of the Air Raids Iss 


place yet.” 








HAR YLON 
| EXPRESS 


“Thousands of terrified refugees iss leaving the city.” 
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“Tn the ground iss places to 
hide when night comes.” 
Rea Irvin 





RUBBISH 





| ram | 





5. “ Business at a standstill iss. Little girls 
on the streets iss begging.” 
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Drawn by C. F 


No Novelty 
OME on, pea-pull! Come on!” 
invited the side show ballyhoo 
artist, in the midst of his dis- 
sertation on the weird, strange and 
curious creatures depicted on the long 
line of paintings. ‘“‘Come on, and behold 
the Wild Man of the Everglades, cap- 
tured at the loss of nine men and $60,000 
in gold! Three times a day this savage 
monster leaps upon gurreai hunks of 
r-r-raw and r-r-reeking flesh and devours 
them with terrible ferocity and blood 
curdling yells! You have ample time 
before the big show commences to go in 
and see it all; you have one hour. And it 
costs you but a dimeremembertencents!” 
“What d’ye say, Gap; lez go in and 
look at the cuss?” suggested a morbid 
minded neighbor. 
“Nope!” replied Mr. Gap Johnson, 
of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. “I get to see 
my fourteen children eat every day.” 


Doesn't Apply 
“Tt’s never too late to mend” doesn’t 
apply to any normal boy’s shoes. 
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Drawn by Warren DaHLeR 


Clara—Agnes has returned from nursing 
in France 

Billy—Why did she come back so soon? 

Clara—She had to resign 
soldiers found her so attractive 
stayed in the hospital over time. 


because the 
that they 





Suspicious Symptoms 
DON’T know what to make of that 
bald-headed guy that comes in 
‘most every day, and always says ‘If you 
please,’ and ‘Thank you’,” admitted 
Claudine, of the rapid fire restaurant. 

“Why, he seems like a nice gen’le- 
man,” returned Heloise, of the 
establishment. ‘‘He gener’ly leaves a 
dime tip, and never tries to get fresh or 
anything of the kind. Mebby he’s a 
minister.” 

“More likely he’s a crook. 
thing mighty queer about him, anyhow. 
’Twouldn’t surprise me if he was a high 
grade confidence man. ’Tain’t natural 
for a guy to be as decent as that feller 


same 


Some- 


‘pears to be.” 


Fancy! 

The Earl of Beaconsfield once said: 
“The author who speaks about his own 
books is almost as bad as the mother 
who talks about her own children.” 

Fancy what the Earl might have 
said had he known the owner of a 
flivver! 
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mentality on his wife. If 
she is similarly afflicted and 
has enough confidence in her 
good looks, she pumps him 
full of lead with an automatic 
and goes on the stage. 

All things considered, it 
seems that the only safe 
thing to do with a D. M. is 
to exploit the dear and gul- 
lible public with it—at long 
range, preferably. 


Dominating Mentality 
By H. W. Det 


OMINATING mental- 
I) ity is what makes you 

look fierce and com- 
manding out of the eyes, 
chin and forefinger. ‘It is 
found mostly in efficiency 
experts, city school superin- 
tendents, physical culturists, 
real estate and insurance 
agents, and managers of cor- 








respondence schools. : 

pondence sch | Says J. Fuller Gloom: 
Dominating mentality 

is very hard on the innocent NOTHING looks quite so 

bystander. It makes you wise as abysmal stupid- 


ity. 
It has always been a great 
temptation to me to swear 


feel like a fish in a sieve. 
When you come under its 
awful influence you begin to 








shrivel up and bleat at the into an ear trumpet. 

gills. That is just what the er a A second-hand motor car 
fellow with the D. M. wishes. Drawn by Ropney Tuomson and a self-made man have no 
And then, before you can Nosopy Home difficulty in proving it. 


say Jack Robinson, you have The woman who traces her 
swapped your birthright for a scrap of paper and a vain ancestry back to William the Conqueror generally looks it. 
The man who lived to tell the tale usually devotes 


regret. 
Such is the progress of science that you can now _ all the rest of his life to telling it. 
buy yourself a dominating mentality if nature has not Some men have their heads turned by politics and 
already queered you with one. They cost all the way others have theirs twisted clear off. 
from two dollars to two hundred, depending entirely When I read of “simple, honest folk” I wonder 


upon which advertisement you choose to believe. whether they were considered simple because they were 
Now and then some fool tries to use a dominating honest or were honest because they were simple. 


The Summertime: 4y Walt Mason 
Uncle Walt’s Exclusive Weekly Message to Judge 


HE summer’s here for which we yearned when troubling; I wipe away the briny sweat that on my 





wintry winds were blowing, when water into — brow is bubbling, and hand out language by the yard, 
icebergs turned, and it was always snowing. blue language, crisp and snappy; oh, come and see a 
We used to look across joyous bard—I am so beastly 
the lea, where blizzards were Huntin 7 happy! The flies are crawling 


| on my dome, and large mos- 
quitoes drill me, while I compose 
this buoyant pome—methinks this 
heat will kill me. 
The night’s so hot I cannot 
sleep, the weary hours I number 
| I lie awake and count my sheep, 
in vain inviting slumber. And 
| when at break of day I rise, 
almost bereft of reason, I rub my 
red and aching eyes, and say, 
“This joyful season!” 
] just went out to get a rose 
that shone with dewy splendor; 
a hornet stung me on the nose, and 


cavorting, and say, ““The summer- 
time for me, instead of gales rip- 
norting!”” The snow was heaped 
against the door in bleak and gray 
December, and how we caved 
around and swore you doubtless 
will remember. 

How sadly then I smote 
lyre, producing strains unpleasing, 
and grumbled like a house afire, 
because my feet were freezing. 

“Ah, me,” I cried, “for azure 
skies! I’m tired of winter’s rigors! 
How cheerfully I’d swat the flies, 
and shoo away the chiggers! Oh, 








never more will I get sore, when . i now that organ’s tender. 

summer heatis grilling! It’s better Drawn by E. Fronrr I sat beneath the cherry tree to 

far than winter's roar and blizzards “A Hornet Stunc Me on tHe Nose anp read a treasured volume; a lot of 

fierce and chilling.” Now Tuat Orcan’s TENDER” bugs camped down on me, and 
The good old summertime is climbed my spinal column. 

here, the birds their songs are voicing; the well-known Oh, gentle summer, you’re a peach, but in my soul 


skies are blue and clear; of course I am rejoicing! I’m yearning to hear a wintry blizzard screech, and see 
Ihe summer is the one best bet, it puts an end to the hard coal burning. 




















A Cap, GLOovEs, 


AND 








, SWAGGER STICK! 


A Military Tangle 


By J. 
Illustrated by 


ARRY and Madge had been married a year. 


In some circumstances a year is along period. 


They never would have quarreled over 
money, for each had plenty of that. 
They had a very short courtship. Both 


loved to dance, and they met as dancers when dancing 
was a universal obsession—when everybody who was 
anybody danced as well as most persons who were no- 
bodies—a period, in short, of extreme social hazard. At 
that period there was dancing everywhere, except, per- 
haps, in vestry rooms and mortuary chapels. Possibly 
those places did not at all times escape the frenzy. 

The newspapers and the courts have since been 
reasonably busy with reactions from the human mis- 
haps incident to the marriage of many persons who 
danced themselves into matrimony. 

For a while before marriage, and for some time 


afterward, Harry and Madge were convinced that 
they were made for each other, and that they were in- 
fatuation-proof as to third parties. 


LAWRENCI 


A. WALDRON 


FELLOWS 


Madge 
have loved 
feminine tendency 
prevalent, and 


But finally Harry and Madge quarreled. 
may have loved Harry, and Harry may 
\ladge But Madge had that 
toward uniforms that is increasingly 
went so far as to upbraid Harry because he would not 
wear one. Harry, who was not a person to be dragooned 
into any enterprise for which he had not disclosed a 
personal initiative, ignored Madge’s suggestion that he 
become a practical patriot, and began to absent himself 
from home. 

One evening, after they had dined, Harry lighted a 
cigar and settled back as though for conversation. 
His later habit had been to start for the door, lighting 
his cigar on the way. 

“IT assume,” he remarked, “that you have decided 
our marriage is a failure.” 

“It resembles something of that sort,” she replied. 

“Well, at that we are normal. It must be that 
there are no marriages in heaven because so many here 
are fatal to felicity.” 
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“You weren't so cynical once—say, before | 
married.” 

“One gets wise, you know. 
the world would be if we never learned anything!” 


“I admit it would be a little monotonous. But 
wisdom is sometimes a synonym for wickedness. 
“Has that suggestion any immediate—personal 


application, dear? 

“TI seldom know where you are, Harry, 
But I just happened to hear that you 
dancing the other night with a young woman who is 


of one of the cabarets.’ 


nowadays. 
were seen 
what they call a ‘feature 

“You must be a patron of some industrious Dureau 


f information. I admit I was dancing the other night 


with an expert female. I’ve been out of practice so 
long, since we danced together, that | had a momentary 
wish to again test my terpsichorean cunning But | 
have no desire to practice it steadily By the w av, you 
went motoring yesterday with Lieutenant Briscoe, 


didn’t you?” 
“Why, you knew all about it | 


told you I was 
You usually know where | am, Harry.” 


yoing. 


were 


What a blooming place 





“What else could I mean?” 


Madge began to weep. Affection is a strange thing. 
Or perhaps in this case it might have been companion- 
ship. There was a sentimental reconciliation, but 
Madge could not induce Harry to give her further in- 
formation. He left at midnight, bag and baggage. 

Madge was so upset the next day she quarreled with 
and gave notice to her maid. But gradually her spirits 
returned. She went out with soldier friends now and 
then, and Lieutenant Briscoe, whose duties had some- 
thing to do with a munition factory in a suburb, began 
to call more frequently. In fact, he seemed in Harry’s 
absence to be encouraged by Madge. 

Two months later Madge’s new maid awakened her 
one morning to say there was a gentleman down-stairs. 
\s Madge descended she saw on a table a cap, gloves, 
and a swagger stick that she thought were Briscoe’s. 

But they were Harry’s. 


Rough and Ready 
“Is the soil here good enough to raise anything?” 


“I sent a sample to the agricultural expert and he advised 





‘Usually.’ my dear, is a handy word—ver It me to raise marbles.” 
lacks definiteness, and has an accommodat 
ing elasticity.” — ——3" ae — 
“You don’t mean to doubt me—as a F 
wife!” 
“No. Pardon me But | can’t forget 
that Briscoe and I once were rivals.’ 
“Vet vou remember I married you 
Since you will not wear a uniform, | 


once in a while to be in the fashion and be 
seen with one.” 
“Quite naturally, as you are a woman 


Yet 


being seen with a man who wears a 
uniform is a rather innocuous phase of 
patriotism per se.” 


‘It has much more of patriotic sugges- 
tion than ordinary dress. There's nothing 
thrilling in that tweed suit you have on.” 

‘Undoubtedly. That brings us back to 
the original quarrel. You said you despised 
me because | had not enlisted. Called me 
a slacker, a lounge lizard, and all that. 
Thus my desire to be at home much of the 
time has been less keen than it used to be.” 

‘l was angry—ashamed of you! And I 
was right.” 

“I suppose there’s alot of women who 
push their husbands into the army. That 
is one way, perhaps, of showing affection.” 
‘Patriotism goes with love. How 
you talk like that, Harry?” 


” can 
“Well, we've not got along very well 
since that episode, and so I’m going away. 
It is likely you'll get used to my 
really love me on my return.” 
“Harry!” 
“Oh, you'll get along all right! I’ve an 
important business matter to attend to.” 
“But you never had any business!” 


absence or 
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“Well, I’m going to get into one. Fun- = pyawn by H 
ny | should amaze you by this!” 

‘You amaze me by not going into the OH 
only business worth while just now.” Go 

‘You mean the fighting business?” “Naw 


©. GREENING 
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ubout Smitty leaving off his mask in the last gas attack?” 
An’ was he poisoned?” 
but the gas was!” 
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“Some dog you got there, Willie.” 


“Aw! 


He’s nothin’ but a pup. 


” 


Josh Billings, Jr., on ‘‘Luv’’ 


By Lewis ALLEN Browne 


UM folks in sist luv is a Spring mal a day but I 
S have lived menny yerz and I have notised that 

luv seams to B preverlunt awl so in the Wintur, 
Sumer and Fal, with the axsent on the “fal.” 

I wood not have menshund luv at this time if it 
haddunt ben that our made seams to have fel in luv 
agin. This timeit is the iseman. A while a go it was the 
growsers boy. Our made is al ways falin in luv with 
someone. It seams to be a sort of slo fever with her. 

I spoak of it 2 my wife and she sed “Good land 
Josh, kant a humbul made hev a hart just like the 
ritchest gurl, just like a quean or a printsess?”’ and I 
sed “Of coarse she ken but good gosh she doan’t haf to 


loaf on us and make U do haf the work just B caws shez 
in luv, doz she?” 

“Tt is a grand thing to B yung and in luv” sed my 
wife. 

“For a few weaks it iz I admit” I maid reply, “but 
how ken you remembur so far bak?” 

“U doant kno what luv is,” snapped my wife. 
Bein a old married man I stopt rite thear. <A fool wood 
have aregued but not me. Howevur I do kno what 
luv is—it is treeting everie one square, doing your darn 
dest to provide for your own and restrainin your self 
from telling your wife awl the truth awl the time or 
what you reely think ov her. 





Sundry Superfluities 
“Among the most useless things on earth,’’ said old 
Festus Pester, whose experience has been wide and whose out- 
look is pessimistic, ‘‘ars the Congressional Record, all odes, a 
son-in-law, an Hon. with a message, well chosen words, pars- 
nips,.crown princes, cures for baldness, family trees, minutes 
of the last meeting, Prussian peace moves, ringing resolutions 


and spurs on the heels of lieutenants of aviation.” 
o 


Final Instructions 
Moving picture actor—Did you give the papers that story 
about my renewing my contract with the Flickerscope people 
at $50,000 a week? 
Press agent—Yes. 
Moving picture actor—All right. Now go down and tell the 
manager that unless he comes across with the $30 back pay for 
the past two weeks’ work I'll go back to my old job of railroading. 
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Givinc ADVICE 


ISE old guys tell us that advice is cheap, 
but where did they get that idea? If a 
man gives enough advice it will cost him 
all his friends, and if all his advice is taken 
it will cost him his self-respect 
Advice is of two kinds, that which is asked for and 
that which isn’t. Advice which is asked for really 
doesn’t exist. The man who asks your advice wants 
your approbation 
Advice which isn’t asked for is mostly in use tn the 
family circle, particularly between the father who 
would rather not give it, and the son who would rather 
not receive it 
A bright upstanding boy of twenty is sorry when his 
dad gives him a lot of advice, for he regards it like mak- 
ing the will—as proof positive that “the governor is 
getting old.” 
It doesn’t at all follow that the boy is unfilial or 
impudent. Think back till you were twenty yourself 
did you or did you not feel that a man of fifty 
was “pretty near through?”” You may have thought 
a lot of your father and re- 
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Comment Grave and Gay on Things as They Pass 
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Wuy? Wuat? Wuen? How? 


. have been in the war for more than a year, 
WV yet there are those who with apparent good 
faith still ask such questions as these: Why are 
we in this war? What must we give? When? How? 

Why are we in this war? Because America, the 
heir of all the ages, must transmit her priceless legacy 
to all the ages yet to come. All that we own, we 
owe. 

Our legacy from our fathers is our debt to our sons, 
and we are of all men most miserable defaulters if we 
hand it not down to them as richly as we received. 
Civilization is at Armageddon. Our place is at her side. 

What must we give? Ourselves: “Our lives, our 
fortunes, and our sacred honor.” “All that we have 
and all that we are.” 

When must we give? At once—and again—and 
again—and ever again—till the victory is won. 

How must we give? Till it hurts! Some people 
do not like that phrase, but that is because they 
do not take it aright. We must give till it hurts 

till it hurts Kaiserdom and Junkertum and hurts 
them to the death! 

Why? Because it is up to us. 








spected him for all that he had 
been. You may have thought 
that the old dad was a wonder 
but you wouldn’t go to the Leaning 
Tower of Pisa for up-to-date 
advice. 

Now, you know how your 
boy feels about being advised, 
unless you have forgotten how 
to be a boy, and if you have 
forgotten how to be a boy you 
have a nerve to try to advise a 
boy. 

The oddity of oddities in 
this old world of ours is this: 
You wouldn’t respect yourself 
if you didn’t steer your boy and 
you wouldn't respect him if he 
let you steer him 

He says “Yes, father” to you, 
but to himself he says: “If I 
ever have a boy | won't load him 
with a lot of advice.” And he 
won't either—not until he has a 
boy. 

If you haven't any boy to give 
advice to all you can do is to tell 
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ns What? Everything. 
When? Now. 

How? Till it hurts. 


SIXES AND SEVENS 
F,PITORS agree that what Con- 
gress needs is the country’s best 
brains—but if the shortage is sup- 
plied who’s going to write the edi- 
torials? 





> * * 

Autocracy is going to be so “all 
in” after this war that even the 
baby won’t stamp her foot. 

* * . 

The papers say that the Ameri- 
can troops in a recent engagement 
“behaved with wonderful élan.” 
We do hope the boys aren’t getting 
foreignized. Our boys are looked 
to for pep—not elan. 

* + * 

Fifty-fifty Americans may try to 
tell us that what they are talking is 
“reason, not treason,” but they 














the goverment how to run the 
war, and sometimes there isn’t 


can’t get away with it by camou- 


Drawn by Mark Fenverson flaging our ancestors and throwing 


any war. Tue GerMAn PeAcE OFFENSIVE overboard the t. 
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There, Now—‘‘She needn't put on Took Second Best—When Mrs. Um- 
no fine airs with me,”’ sneered Bertha the son met Mrs. Amley in front of a down 
shoplady. ‘‘What’s the matter, hon?” town department store the other day the 
asked Tillie, at the next counter. “One former laughed and said: 


of them new-riches was in here just now. 
She ain’t got nothin’ on me s’far’s gram- 
mar’s concerned, an’ I’ve got her beaten 
to a pulp when it comes to a figure.” 
Birmingham A ge-Herald 

Just Once—Lawyer 
been in jail? 


‘Have you ever 


Witness—Yes, sir, once. 

Lawyer (triumphantly)—Ah! For 
how long? 

Witness—Long enough to whitewash a 


cell which was to be occupied by a lawyer 
who cheated one of his clients.—Boston 
Transcript. 

Cruelty to Classics—* Bliggins reads 
a great deal.” 

“T wish he wouldn’t,” commented 
Miss Cayenne. “He can take the great 
est author who ever wrote and quote him 
in a way that makes him sound perfectly 
foolish.’’—Washington Star. 


It Sounded That Way—JVrs. A 
Josephine is progressing by leaps and 
bounds in her piano practice. 

Mr. A.—I thought she couldn't make 
all that racket with her hands alone. 
Boston Transcript. 


Optimism’s Fault—" Father,’ said 
the small boy, “what is an optimist?” 

“An optimist, my son, is a man who 
positively decides that everything is all 
right without troubling himself to make 
inquiries.’’—Washington Star. 


They Did—*“ Did any of your ances- 
tors do anything to cause posterity to 
remember them?’’ asked the haughty 
woman. 

“T reckon they did,” replied the old 
farmer. ‘My grandfather put a mort- 
gage on the place that ain’t paid off 
yet.”’—Boston Transcript. 
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= Verct non, garco? , nou r ymimand 
d’economiser le cuir!” 

“Won't you have the rest of the steak» 


sir 


‘No, thanks, waiter; we've been told to 


economiuse on leather.” Lillu tration (Par 
Personal—//e—The fools are not all 
dead yet. 
She—That’s as sure as you live. 


Boston Transcript. 


Covering the Situation 
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“Yessir, if I hain’t plum clean forgotten 
the name of that magazine that Mariar told 
me to buy for her! Th’ only thing I recollect 
was that she said they was a nice picture of a 
soldier and his sweetheart on the cover.” — 


New York World. 




















“] have been in every store in town 
trying on hats, and in each store I told 
the clerk I would be back later with my 
husband to look at the one I finally 
picked out.” 

“ And did you really take your husband 
back to see the hats?”’ 

“Only to one store.” 

“Did you tell the clerks who you are?” 

“No.” 

“T’ll bet your husband is glad of that.” 

“He said he is.”’ 

“Did you finally get a hat to suit 
you?” 

“No, but 
best.” 

“Why did you do that?” 

“The one I really preferred came down 
over my left eye.” 

“That's stylish.” 

“I know, but my left eye is my best 
eye, and I want to be able to see what the 
other women are wearing.” —Youngstown 
Telegram. 


I took the one I liked next 


Shocking—Mrs. Brown—With this 
‘ere war on, I can’t afford clothes. 

The curate—Don’'t let that keep you 
away from church, Mrs. Brown!—London 


Passing Show. 


A Brother’s Privilege—‘‘No, Mr. 
Dobley.” said the sweet girl, “I can only 
be a sister to you.” 

“Well, then,”’ he savagely replied, as 
he heard a subdued chuckle, “as your 
brother I claim the privilege of lying 
under the sofa while you make fools 
of the other fellows.”—Boston Tran- 
SC ript. 


Only a “‘Ring-Off’’—“ Did you ever 
get a proposal, auntie?” 

“Once, my dear. A gentleman pro- 
posed over the telephone, but he had the 
wrong number.”’—London Tit-Bits. 
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Arms and the Mouth 
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JUST KIDS 
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Did His Best—One afternoon little 
Jimmy was invited to take tea with a 
chum, and when he returned home he 
found his mother anxiously waiting for 
him 

‘I hope, Jimmy,” said the mother, 
after listening to sundry details of the 
affair, “that you remembered to wash 
your hands before you went to the table.” 

“We were called in so quickly,” an 
swered Jimmy, “that I didn’t have time 
to wash but one.” 

“Wash but one?” 
mother, with much concern. “What did 


exclaimed his 


you do?” 

“Why, I ate with that one,”’ was the 
reassuring reply of Jimmy, “‘and kept the 
other in my pocket.”’—Philadel phia Tel 
graph. 


The Aggravating Sort—An agent, 
approaching a house, met a little boy at 
the gate and asked: “Is your mother 
home?” 

“Yes, sir,” said the boy, politely. 

Che agent walked across the long lawn, 
and, after rapping several times without 
receiving an answer, returned to the 
youth, saying: 

“I thought you said your mother was 
at home.” 

“Yes, sir, she is,” replied the boy. 
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“But I have rapped several times with- 
out receiving an answer.” 

“That may be, sir,”’ said the boy; “I 
don’t live there.”’—Ottawa Citizen. 

Couldn't Understand It—*‘*When I 
was a lad I was never naughty like 
you.” 

“What was the matter with you, pa? 
Delicate or somethin’?"—Pittsburg Dis- 
patch. 

New Use for a Gas Mask 
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Malinot—Mon tailleur qui se tort..s’il se 
doutait que j'emploie ce truc pour passer libre- 
ment devant sa maison! 

Mr. Slowpay—My tailor, there, can laugh 
all he wants to. It mightn’t seem so funny 
to him if he knew I was putting one over on 
him!—Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 
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Why They Were There—A rather 
choleric golfer went out to play for the 
second time on a certain course. Evi- 
dently his fame had preceded him, for at 
the qrive-off he found an interested 
gallery of local youngsters 

“What’s this?”’ demanded the choleric 
one, sizing up the assembly. ‘What do 
you want?” 

“Nothin’—” was the non-committal 
rejoinder of the leader of the bunch. 

“Then beat it, every one of you!” 
exclaimed the player “There isn’t 
anything around here for you to 
watch!” 

“We didn’t come here to watch,”’ re- 
turned the youngsters, without attempt- 
ing to move on “We come here to 
listen.”—Davton News 


Done With It—‘Is Slicerleigh what 
you would call a golf enthusiast?” 

“Yes, for lack of a stronger word 
Some people let golf interfere with their 
business and others let business interfere 
with their golf, but when Slicerleigh made 
a score of 84 he threw his cap into the air, 
hugged his caddy and forthwith retired 


from business.’’—-Birmingham Age-Her 


ald. 
TELEPHONES | 


In China—In China, when the sub- 
scriber rings up Exchange the operator 
may be expected to ask: 

“What number does the honorable 
son of the moon and stars desire?”’ 

“*Hohi, two-three.” 

Silence. Then the Exchange resumes: 

“Will the honorable person graciously 
forgive the inadequacy of the insignificant 
service and permit this humbled slave of 
the wire to inform him that the never-to- 
be-sufficiently-censured line is busy?” 


London Tit-Bits. 


Her Busy Day—‘I have been sud- 
denly called out of town,” remarked Mr. 
Glithersby. “It’s too bad that I won't 
have an opportunity to communicate 
with my wife before leaving.” 

“Why, you can telephone to her, or 
send a messenger boy.” 

“Neither plan is feasible. This is the 
day of the week when Mrs. Glithersby 
pays her telephone calls. I would hate to 
interrupt her in the middle of a conversa- 
tion or trying to get the next number.”’— 
Birmingham Age-Herald. 








Wrong Number—A business-man was 
staying in a large provincial town when 
he heard taat Mr. Smith, his partner, was 
at a neighboring city, so he rang up his 
hotel (as he thought) on the telephone. 

“Is Mr. Smith there?” he inquired. 

“No, he is not,” came the response. 

“Well, has he engaged rooms?” 

“No; we don’t reserve rooms here. 
First come first served is our rule,” came 
the sharp and somewhat airy reply. 

“Can you tell me if he will stay with 
you when he reaches the town?” 

“It’s possible he may, but we can’t 
say.” 

“Look here,” roared the irate inquirer, 
“you’re the most impudent jack-in-office 
that ever spoiled his bosses’ business. Go 
away and tell someone who knows more 
about the business of the hotel to come 
and speak to me.”’ 

There was a chuckle at the other end. 
“This isn’t a hotel; it’s the county jail,” 
said the voice.—London Tit-Bits. 
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Loaded—lIn olden times in Stotland 
it was customary for an cfficer to go 
round the towns and villages to see that 
the inhabitants had no weapons of war in 
their possession. 

On one of these tours an officer called 
at the house of a worthy couple, and put 
the question to the old man: 

‘*“Any weapons of war in this house?” 

After scratching his head Sandy looked 
at his better half and said: 

“"Deed, aye. Pit oot yer 
guidwife.””—London Tit-Bits. 


tongue 


Time Limited—Bix—What did your 
wife say to you when you got home 
at four o’clock this morning? 

Dix (wearily)—Say, old man, I’ve got 
some work to do today.—Boston Tran- 
script. 


Logical—/ris—Mrs. Lothaire will be 
sorry if she lets her husband run around 
with that fascinating widow. 

Cyrus—Yes; if a man’s wife can’t keep 
him from paying attention to another 
woman, the other woman will soon keep 
him from paying attention to his wife.— 
Town Topics. 


A Conscientious Objector—‘ Then, 
I understand, that after your husband 
had made over all his money to you, you 
left him.” 

“Ves; I couldn’t live with a man who 
cheated his creditors like that.” —Boston 
Transcript. 


The Quest of Comfort 








“Et, st on 


manque de charbon, comment 


faire pour ne pas avoir froid cet hiver?” 


Vous irez vous plaindre dans un ministére 


I ont toujours chauffées!” 


les antichamores 
‘““And suppose there’s a coal shortage next 
winter, how shall a person keep warm?” 
“Why, take your complaint to the Coal 
Administration. The anterooms there are 
always heated.”—L’//lustration (Paris). 


He Did—Heck—I suppose you always 
let your wife have the last word. 

Peck—Yes, and I’m always delighted 
when she gets it.—Boston Transcript. 


The Ideal Spouse—*“ The kind of ideal 
wife most men want,” says the elderly 
suffragist, “is the one who is tickle. co 
death to get a bag of flour for a birthday 
present.’’—Roller Monthly. 


A Wide Divergence—“ Pardon me for 
referring to it,”’ remarked Mr. Dubwaite 
to his good friend and neighbor, Mr. 
Trobble, “but as I was coming out of my 
house this morning I thought I overheard 
you and Mrs. Trobble having a little 
difference of opinion.” 





“Tt wasn’t a ‘little difference of opin- 
ion,’”’ replied Mr. Trobble, sadly. “I 
suggested that a fishing trip might do me 
good. Mrs. Trobble and I could not 
have been farther apart in our views than 
President Wilson and the Kaiser are on 
the subject of peace.” —Birmingham A ge- 
Herald. 





FOOD 











When It Comes True—/inks—The 
old saying about wolves in sheep’s cloth- 
ing comes back to a man. 

Blinks—When? 

Jinks—When he orders spring lamb in 
a cheap restaurant.—Brooklyn Eagle. 


Modern Cookery—* Didn’t I tell you 
to cook this egg four minutes?” 

“TI did so, sir,” answered the waiter. 
“Tt was just out of cold storage. Four 
minutes wasn’t enough time to do much 
more than thaw it nicely.”,—Washington 
Star. 

It Was—Diner—Look here! Isn’t that 
a hair in the butter? 

W aiter—Yes, sir, We 
always serve one with the butter to show 
that it isn’t oleomargarine.—Buffalo 
Commercial. 


a cow’s hair. 


Blissful Ignorance—‘ That horse is 
eating his head off,’ remarked Mrs. 
Corntossel. 

“Well,” replied the farmer, “that’s the 
advantage of being a dumb animal. He 
hasn’t heard a thing about Mr. Hoover.” 
—W ashington Star. 


Too Fashionable 
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Tailor—Now, here’s a very smart suiting. 
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Customer—Oh, for heaven’s sake take it away—it reminds me of my wretched meat- 


coupons!—The Passing Show (London). 
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Appropriate Plan—*‘'I'd like to join 
an economical alimony club.” 
“For what purpose?” 
“To husband my means.”—Brooklyn 


C slicen 


Pop's Answer—Pop, what are the 

silent watches of the night?” 
lhey are the ones which their owners 

forgot to wind, son Baltimore Ameri 
can 

Distinguishing Mark This check 
is doubtless all right.”’ said the bank 
cashier politely. “but have you anything 
about vou that would serve to identify 
you 

*T have a mole on my left elbow.” fal 
tered the pretty girl—Aansas City 


Journal 


Not Forever \ thing of beauty is a 
joy forever,’ quoted the Parlor Philoso- 
pher 

‘Yes: or at least till she gets old.” 


added the Mere Man Town Topi ‘ 


Name for Him—''I think I should 
have named my boy ‘Flannel,’ said 
Mrs. Binks 

“Why?” asked Miss Jinks 

* Because.”’ answered Mrs. Binks, “he 
shrinks from washing People’s Home 
Ji urna 














“ Patiente un peu yor a plus qu 
pir , une chand. tune descent 
Tili 

Sa Wa ‘ I beginning to 

ter b ye\ 
Qh, tha all rig boy Just three 
mo oops, a tail-spin, and a spiral swoop 
nd we're a through! ""—La Baionnett 

Par 


Right Before His Eyes —Av-rage 
ither (showing his prodigy’s drawings) 
Would you believe that he never took a 

lesson in his life? 
Art editor—Seeing is believing.—Buf- 


falo Expre SS. 


Afterthoughts 

















/l russo (vedendo le prepotenze tedesche)—Oh, 
tanto disprezzo! 


¢ potessi riavere il mio fucile che gettai via con 


The Russian (noting the results of German rule)—Gosh, I wish I had that gun I threw 


away !—I1 420 (Florence). 


Awful Suggestion—Two ladies were 
married to musicians. The one, a bride 
of a year, was pushing a baby carriage in 
which were three fine babies—triplets, 
all girls. The other lady had beén in the 
bonds of matrimony a couple of weeks 
“What beautiful children!” exclaimed 
the newly married one. 

“Yes,”’ replied the proud mother; “let 
me tell you the funniest coincidence. At 
our wedding supper the boys who played 
with my husband in the orchestra sere 
naded him and they played ‘ Three Little 
Maids’ from the ‘The Mikado.’ Isn't 
that queer?” 

At this the other bride turned pale. 

“Mercy,” she gasped. ‘At our wed- 
ding supper Tom’s friends serenaded 
him also, and they rendered ‘ The Sextet,’ 
from ‘Lucia.’”—Roller Monthly. 


An Enormous Bill—‘I was in the 
dentist’s anteroom while you were being 
treated today.” 

“You were? Say, you know what that 
robber charged me?” 

‘“*No, I don’t know how much it was, 
but I heard you scream.”’—Houston Post 


Smart—Nell—What would.you give 
to have such hair as mine? 

Belle—I don’t know—what did you 
give?>—Boston Transcript. 


Medical Term—*‘ You must isolate 
the patient.”’ 

* All right, doctor; where shall we put 
the ice?”’—Baltimore American. 

Thinking Is Such a Bore—* Do you 
suppose Reggie ever thinks of marrying?” 

“Oh, I fancy he has his man attend to 
all that.’’—Boston, Transcript. 
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| WAR JESTS 








A Vacancy—*‘I know of one wife who 
won't be able to take her husband’s place 
while he is away at war.”’ 

“Speak on. What was her husband 
doing when called to the colors?” 

“He was lifting a horse by his teeth 
and performing other feats of strength in 
vaudeville.” —Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


She Knew Her Neighbors—W.rs. 
Flatbush—So you've lost your cook? 

Mrs. Bensonhurst—Yes; she’s gone 
to work in a munition plant. 

“* More wages, I suppose?” 

“Oh, yes; but wouldn’t you think 
she'd be afraid of being blown up?” 

“She’s used to that.’’—Yonkers States- 
man. 








A Strong Argument—“ You are sew- 
ing on Sunday.” 

“Ves,” replied the energetic woman. 
‘For soldiers. I understand that the 
Prussians don’t quit fighting on Sunday.” 

‘Washington Star. 

Same Species—‘‘I see where some 
man in Arizona wants to fight the enemy 
with rattlesnakes.” 

“T doubt the plan’s efficiency. 
might keep the reptiles 
Huns.’’— Baltimore 


Profes- 
sional courtesy 
from striking the 
American. 
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Inevitable—/« 
throw me down, after all? 

She—Yes. Father said he would do it 
if I didn’t and he’s so terribly literal, you 
know.— Boston Transcript. 


‘So you are going to 


Different Answer—‘‘Am I the first 
girl you have ever loved?” 

“Oh, no. You are about the tenth, 
and my taste has improved right along.” 


‘Kansas City Journal. 


Over the Telephone—‘Is this 17- 
17-17?” 

a Ey 

“T want Miss Huggins.” 

“Miss Huggins is engaged.”’ 

“T know it. I’m the guy she’s engaged 
to.”,-—Yonkers Statesman. 


In Camera—S/e—Did you know that 
Maude has a dark room on purpose for 
proposals? 

He—Well, rather. 
tive there myself last 


Tit-Bits. 


I developed a nega- 
night.—London 


Governs the Play—J ack Potts—Mak- 
ing love is a good deal like playing cards. 
The Girl 

Jack Potts 


How so? 
-‘There’s a lot in knowing 


what a hand is worth.—Boston Tran- 
script. 
Worth Waiting For—*‘‘ Alas! I have 


nothing to live for now!” wailed the re- 
jected lover. 

“Oh, pshaw!” returned the practical 
maiden. ‘Better stick around until the 
Kaiser is hanged.’’—Kansas City Journal. 


Must Think Him Foolish—S/e—I’m 
sorry I can’t marry you. I had no idea 
you wanted me to. 

He—Well, what do you suppose I’ve 
been letting your father beat me at golf 
all this time for?—Boston Transcript. 





Very Suspicious 





Annoyed war gardener—(to owner of 
" 


has happened to every darne d tool you 


Unkindest Cut of All—‘‘Why did 
Baldleigh fall out with Miss Peacher?”’ 

“Tt was like this. Baldleigh had an 
idea he might propose. He remarked one 
day, ‘Do you think you could be happy 
with me, Miss Peacher?’ 

“And she replied?” 

“*T really don’t know, Mr. Baidleigh, 
but I once had a hairless dog from Mexico 
that I got to be really fond of.’’”’—Bir- 
mingham A ge-Herald. 


Latitude and Longitude Revised 





“* Es-tu fort en géographie? Voyons, sais-tu 
comment on nomme ces lignes que [on suppose 
faire le tour de la terre?” 

“Out, grand-pére: les frontiere naturelle de 
l’ Allemag ne.” 

“Are you go¢ id at geography ? Well, then, 
what are these imaginary lines that encircle 
the earth?” 

“Those lines, grandfather? They 
natural frontiers of Germany.”—Le 


Mele (Paris). 


are the 


Péle- 


adjoining lot) 
i've lent me!—Punch (London). 


Look nere What’s your gamer Vhis 
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His Hour of Quiet—‘On Sundays, 
the after-dinner nap is my favorite hour 
of the whole day.” 

“T thought you never slept after din- 
ner.” 

“T don’t; but my wife does.” 
Transcript. 


-Boston 


Both at Sea—“ His wife never knows 
where he is after 9 p. m.” 
‘““ Neither does he.”’—Ohio State Journal. 


Sharp Rejoinder—“ Friend wife?” 

“T know you want something. What 
is it?” 

“Could I borrow back part of that $10 
I let you have yesterday?” 

“On what grounds?” 

“Hard necessity.” 

“No. I’m compelled to refuse on sim- 
ilar grounds.’’—Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


His Suggestion—“‘ No,” said the posi- 
tive girl, “I will never tie myself down 
to one man.” 

‘“‘Perhaps,” he replied sarcastically, “if 
I organize a syndicate you will consider 
our offer.”—Boston Transcript. 

Lost His Distinction—Bacon—You 
know we use to call him governor before 
he got married. 

Egbert—Well, don’t you now? 

Bacon—Oh, no; he married a govern- 
ess, you know.—Yonkers Statesman. 
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‘I'll learn ye tae 
Tom- 


Cause for Anger 
tie the kettle tae the dog’s tail!” 
my’s mother yelled in her wrath. 

” cried frightened 


DAWGS 


‘It wasna’ oor dog! 


Knew What He Was Doing—‘Was Thomas 
a dog you just ran over, Jenkins?”’ ‘Naw, it wisna’ oor dug,” shrieked the 
isked lady in the back seat of rey car. enraged mother, “but it wis oor kettle!” 
Yes, “— um,”’ replied the chauffeur. Pearsor 
Oh, Jenkins! How can you be so 


th 


“Et ce grand diner, 
“La ré 
“ How 
“The crop looks very promising, and I hope that in three m 


e 


ess?” Suicide—** What became of that grey 


I wasn’t careless, madam. I hit him hound you had? 
It was a dachshund, madam.” “Killed himself!” 
Statesma) “Really?” 
‘Yes, tried to catch a fly on the small 
You've Said It—The old lady was _ of his back and miscalculated. Bit him 
ng her visitor with numerous ane self in two.”’—London Tit-Bits 
tes about her dog 
And do you know,” she concluded A Natural Economist—The school 
s really marvelous how intelligent master was giving the boys a lecture on 





knows everything I thrift, and pointed out that even animals 


exercised that quality, instancing how 


* Just like mine,” said the friend; “my squirrels always stored up nuts for the 
band and I were forced to learn winter. 
ch so that we could speak without the Chen he asked for another illustration 
understanding us.”—London 7 of thrift in animals, and one small boy 


the back row cried out: “A dog.”’ 


The Thoughtful Hostess 
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¢@ avance?”’ 


olte se iy alee jé CTOs que Gans trois mois nous pourron lancer n invifatior 


is the big dinner coming on?” 


nths we'll be able to send out 


invitations.” —Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 








Still a Chance 


° 





‘A dog! In what way does a dog 
prac tise e onomy? = 

‘Please, sir, when he runs after his tail 
he makes both ends meet London 
Everyweek 
PT Co “wv tC iy WAN snd” ay REMTPPe rman ps eumot Ue 
ee ee ee 2a). TARE NRT “asia ew Prmapaaindes 


Appropriate March Patience 
Some wedding, was it? 
Patrice—It certainly 
Peggy had six men for ushers and she had 
been engaged to every one of them at 
some time or another. 
Patience—Odd, wasn’t it? 
Patrice—Yes, and she wouldn't let the 
organist play Mendelssohn’s Wedding 
March. 
Patience—No? 
Patrice—No, no. 
“Hail, Hail, the Gang’s 
Yonkers Statesman. 


was. You see 


She had him play 
All Here!” 


No Protest—‘‘This man,” said the 
keeper softly, “imagines he has millions.”’ 
“TIsn’t that answered the vis- 
itor. ‘“ Whenever he needs money all he 
has to do is to draw on his imagination.” 
-Boston Transcript. 


nice?” 


Joyous Paradox—*“ You are going to 
take the advice of the Department of 
Agriculture and keep bees?’ 

“Yes. A beehive is a great investment. 
It proves profitable even if you get 
stung.”’—Washington Star. 











Often Embarrassing—* These short 
skirts are rather bewildering.” 

“Yes, it isn’t safe any more to offer to 
take what you think is a little girl on your 
lap.”—Kansas City Journal. 

Getting the Cue—The actor—My 
son is acting captain now. 

The barmaid (bored)—Well, I hope h« 
makes a better job of it than his father 
made of Hamlet.—London Opinion. 
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Keeping it Going—A_ Richmond 
darky called upon an old friend, 
received him in a rocking chair. 
once not only 
his host did rise, but that he 
tinued to rock himself to and fro in a 
most curious way, similar to that of a 
person suffering colic. ‘Yo’ 
ain’t sick, Harrison?” asked the 
caller anxiously. “No, I ain’t sick, 
Mose,” said Harrison. A moment’s 
silence during which the caller gazed 
wide-eyed at the rocking figure. ‘‘Den,”’ 
continued Mose, “‘why in goodness does 
yo’ rock yo’se’f dat way all de time?” 
Harrison paused not in his oscillations, 
as he explained: “ Yo’ know dat good- 
fur-nothin, Bill Blott? Well, he done 
sold me a silver watch fo’ five dollahs, 
an’ ef I stops movin’ like dis, dat watch 
*t go!” —Buffalo Commercial. 
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The 
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con- 


visitor at observed 


not 


from a 
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Hail to The King—Camp Pike is not 
used to much gold braid on the uniforms 
of its officers and so the dress uniforms of 





Muffle Oars! 
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British tar (to his pal)—Go easy with that souy 


The Passing Show ((London). 


staff of Gov- 
created an 


the members of the state 
ernor Bilbo, of Mississippi, 
impression upon the colored soldiers, who 
rank an officer by the amount of fine 
feathers on display. As the car with 
the staff passed up South Avenue 
negro poked his head out of the barrack 
window and then hurriedly called to his 
companions: 
“ Niggers! 
runnin’—De 
cum to town!’ 


Camp. 


one 


niggers! Come heah a 
King of Arkansas done 
’"—Camp Pike Trench and 


Discovered in the Year 2000 























“A skeleton without a backbone! 


Ah, that must have been one of the nigh officials of a 


neutral state in the war of 1914-1918.”—Nebelspalter (Zurich, Switzerland). 


, Bill “Silent Navy 


don’t forget we’re tl 
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One at a Time—‘“Heliogabalus is 
known to fame as the man who has a 
thousand cooks.” 


“Fame on slight grounds,” say I. “I 
never kept tabs mayself.’’—Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 

Forewarned—IV ife—Well, dear, I 


shall have to do the cooking now. Cook 
left without warning this afternoon. 

Husband—Not exactly without warn- 
ing. She told me this morning I had bet- 
ter bring home some dyspepsia tablets 
to-night, but I didn’t understand what 
she meant.—London Tit-Bits. 


No Settled Residence—‘ Where are 
you going to lecture to-night, my dear?” 
inquired Mr. Wise of his wife, a promi- 
nent equal-suffrage lecturer. 

“T am to address the Cooks’ 
Housemaids’ Union,” she responded. 

Her husband fell back in his chair and 
laughed. 

“T see nothing to laugh about. Surely 
they have as much right to vote as any 


and 


other woman,” his wife began, indig 
nantly. 
“T am not denying that, my dear,’ 


mildly explained Mr. Wise; “but it is a 
waste of time. Don’t you realize that a 
cook or housemaid never remains long 
enough in one position to be entitled to a 
vote?”’—St. Louis Globe-Democrat. 
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The High Cost of Living a Part: By Lawton Mackall 


] 





HI actor who really —. 





= It must be cheery to develop 





moves audiences to 


ee 


laughter or tears 

loes not trick them,” 

ays Louis Calvert in 
his recent book entitled ‘“* Prob- 


a “Mr. Hyde” personality like 
this and allow it to associate with 


your “Dr. Jekyl” self. And 


: by - 

Shylock wouldn’t be the only sort 
© of persona non grata that would 

be an unsuitable companion for 


yourego. Think of training your- 
self to feel that you are a million- 


Hho aire, just when the cost of bare 
necessities calls for economy! 


Think of experiencing the emo- 





| tions of a German spy at any 
‘@) time! (By the way, none of the 


that we have seen this year have 
| been baleful enough: mere con- 
scientiousness that verges on a 





| hun agents and similar villains 














lems ot the Actor.” “He himself jj 
feels keenly the various emotions | 
he seeks to express; his task is to H 
i ulate his hearers with the | 
ame emotion.” if 
If this is true—and it probably Fy 
for Mr. Calvert is one of the 
most experienced and _ distin- FE 
guished men on the stage today i 
then the majority of us will agree | 
that we'd rather see actors than 
be one. Imagine how chipper a = 





player's emotional nature must 

feel aiter a matinee and eve- 
r hee = ’9 Ta . 7 99 

ning of “King Lear” or “The Bells 


No Man’s Land 
after a bombardment would be idyllic in comparison. 

Mr. Calvert explains how the process of climbing or 
crawling deftly into a part is accomplished. Selecting 
the réle of Shylock as an example, he enumerates the 
chief facts about the character as indicated in Shake- 
speare’s lines, and then goes on to add: 
vinced that Shylock is an avaricious, revengeful old 
usurer, the next step is to get inside him, to become a 
Shylock. In doing this I believe in fixing my 
mind on the evil qualities in my dwn nature, and 
locking up and forgetting the good. Here again 
it is easier for me, always, to go back to primary 
things. When I was a youngster, I remember, 
there was a boy I did not like. I saw him one 


3eing con- 


day leaning peacefully against a tree; 
and I remember the cold-blooded way 


in which | weighed the possibilities of 
slipping up behind him and kicking him, 
and making my escape. I daresay any- 
one can recall such moments; and if one 
fixes his mind on them, he can bring to 
the surface those old primitive instincts 
which convention has since tended to 
soften and iron out. If we concentrate 
on such moods for a time, it is amazing 
how clear the motives and the psychol- 
ogy of a Shylock may become. 

‘I should give this sec- 
ond self of mine a new 
name; I should call myself 
*Stingy’ Smith, the tightest 
man in town. People shrug 
when I pass along the 
street, | am used to being 
snubbed and insulted. This 
has had a natural effect upon 
me: I am soured, I hate them, 
every one of them. I take 
a bitter satisfaction in gloat- 





. " Photo by Abbe 
ing over the fact that many Edna Hibber ante Dris 
of them are in my power.” She has settled herself in 



















desire to be foiled doesn’t fill the 
bill.) And think of the effect on 
your equanimity of actually meaning all the embraces, 
soul-kisses, reconciliation clinches, and farewell-forever 
grapples of romantic drama. 

ven more dangerous would be the habit of feeling 
that you are the Omniscient Uncle or the Old Friend of 
the Family, that complacent Nestor who gives such a 
lot of advice; who “knows life,” yet is superior to it, 
and even understands women. Imagine the fate of an 
actor thus infatuated with the notion that all humani- 
ty hangs upon his lips! Fancy his finish! 
Some day the ever-ready adviser will pre- 
cipitate a drama in real life. 

But perhaps actors’ emotions are like mus- 
cles: they may develop them with drama as 
with dumb-bells, till they reach the point where 
they can swing a hundred-pound anguish 
without fear of strain, and feel nothing 
but a healthful sense of fatigue after 
a good brisk murde 

I can only conjecture; since the 
sole emotion I ever experienced on 
the stage was fright at the audi- 
ence. ‘That was in amateur theatricals. 
My unique professional appearance was 
triumphal: I bore a wooden battle axe 
in the grand procession of victory in 
“Aida.” I cannot say that, as I recog- 
nized among the spectators a young 
lady at whose house I had 
dined the previous evening— 
I cannot say that I quite 
experienced the emotion 
of triumph, nor exulted 
with the thrill of being 
a Nubian warrior, nor even 
felt that my Egyptian tunic 
was the logical garb for 
the occasion. Which per- 
haps explains why the stage 
manager refused to give me 
the fifty cents each hero 
had been promised. 








“ Rock-a-Bye Baby.” 
4 yi gh-ba ked décolletés. 









From “ MaytTiImMe ” 


Richard Wayne, the poor apprentice who 


fell in love with his master’s niece, 
thereby occasioning his dismissal, 
has reappeared after several 
years of diamond mining in 
Africa. That he has made a 
fortune is indicated by the 
sumptuousness of his jabot 
and sleeve-lingerie. 

Ortittie—Did you find 
another bride -in Africa 
perhaps a chocolate-covered 
one! 


The affectionate group in the medallion is © 


also from “Maytime.” 


Matitpa Van Zanpt (a thoroughly sea- 
soned beauty)—Uncle died—and now I am 
in a position to accept your advances. 


(Readers of JupGe who have seen the 
pictures from ““Maytime” which we have 
published in the past will be interested to 
know that the two photographs shown here 
are of the new company now playing). 
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From “Tue Ratnpow GIRL” 
Miss Duptey—How large is your diocese? 
Tue Fake Bishop—My what? 

Miss DupLey— Your diocese-in New 
Zealand? 

“Oh, they grow 
very large. I 
caught one weigh- 
ing 40 pounds.” 


9 





Prof. Chick Sale discussing a floral 
specimen at that well-known botanical in- 
stitution, the Winter Garden. 
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The Optimistic Recruit 


By Conrponat Lacrence Lockyer, ¢ F., GOyth Ep 
te hundred years from now, old pal, 
\s moves the hand of time 
We'll never hear the captain’s plea 


For “ Right front into line 

We'll never “‘ Dress igain in squad, 
Nor “ Cover off in file, 

Nor will we hike, through dale and glen 
For many a weary mile 

We'll never hear the bugle’s call, 
In gray dawn’s early light, 

Which gets us up for reveille 
\t the end of an army night 


An Army Slacker 
THE BULK WHO TIES HIS FINGER UP SO HE 
WONT HAVE TO WASH 
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\nd sometimes they get away wit! 


We'll never dine on army beans 


and each week $5 is awarded for the best origi» 


Going to the (Sea) Dogs 
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Drawn by C. J. Dow, U. 8. N. 


First old tar—I wonder what this here Navy is a 
' in’ to next? : 
nd l tar What’st c i Joe? 
I r 4 r Whi I S a 2g Gob ba h 
A a rin’ finger f 





This Week’s $5 Prize Winner 


: Almost Broke 
By Parvatre F. C. Hewrrt, Co. C., i Eng., A. E.F 


Private Smitrn—Any chance for a touch of a feu 
francs, buddy? 

Private Jones—Say, man! All I’ve got that 

ks like money is my identification tag! 





eezes Military and Naval 


JupGe pays $1 each for original jokes sent by soldiers and sailors and accepted 
tal joke received 








Wanted to Fight 


By Pvr. Harry Wrceorr, Headq uarters Printing Dept , Camp Diz 
V.d 


VW ustering officer—You say you were a cook in 
civil life? Good. I'll make you a cook in the 


army 


Recruit—But I want to fight. 
Mustering officer—You’ll get all the fight you 
want if you hand the boys a bum meal. 


A Mark of Progress 


] 


O. D. Horses 
By A. J. Hareinerton, Clerical ( No. 2, Camp Johnston, |} 

As a part of their military training the Gover 
ment has established schools for the men of the 
Quartermaster Corps at Camp Johnston, in whic! 
Q. M. Organization, Administration, et¢ 
taught. 

One of the instructors read from the manual 
to the class in transportation as follows: “Th 
purchase of gray or white horses for army use i 
prohibited.” 

Turning from the book he asked: “Can anyone 
tell me the color most desired in horses for army 
use?”’ 

“O. D.” (olive drab), volunteered the class 
oracle 


His Good Right 





Drawn by Wiuuiam Bercenvant, Armed Guard, City I 
8. N 


Barracks, l 


Soak Him, Jack!’ 


About Face 





Nor feast on army prunes, | 
Nor will we sing, with wild acclaim 
Uncensored army tunes. 


hen we may rest in sylvan shade 
And cool our fevered brow, 

On that happy day of which I speak 
One hundred years from now 


Absent-Minded 


Ry Patvare Hanay Wreorr, Division H 
sarters, Camp Diz, N. J 


Officer’s wife—The new maid abso 
lutely refuses to do as I tell her. 
Officer (absent-mindedly)—Diso 
bedience, eh? Stick her in the 
kitchen for a few days. 
Help! 
By Parvatre Avett F. Zicur, (5th Co., 12th Bn., 
150th Dep. Brig., Camp Taylor, Ky 


Sentry—Halt! Who’s there? 
The shadow—Why, Henry Jones, 
don’t you know your dear little wifie? 








By Sexceant Wiriuiam P. Ackerman, / 
" t Depot, Can unaton, ® 


\ negro sergeant was explaining 
the proper way in which the different 
commands should be executed. H 
finally came to “About Face 
which he explained as follows: 

“ Niggahs, you place de toe of 
right foot six inches to the reah of « 
heel of yo left foot, and jus’ on 
troun’.”’ 

Paper Work 


By Senceant Guten, Flight Dept., Scott I 
Belleville, Hl 


“Suh,” says I to the Cap, “ben 
as how I wuz a clerical man af 
this awful conflict I would kin 
like to do Army Paper work, so’s 
stay in practice.” 

“Very well,” says the Cap to! 
“report to the Police Officer 
duty, and be sure that you get the 








Sentry (throwing away his gun)— 
Corporal o’ th’ Guard! Help! The new 


boxing in 


Drawn by Tex O' Rourke 


tructor’s black eye shows he has some very apt pupils 


cigarette butts and match ends as 
well as the paper.” 
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August 3, 1918 
The Notion Counter 


By Dovcias MALtocu 


LUXURY is something that we 
A do not care for that somebody 
else wants. 

After all his riotous living it must have 
been pretty hard on the 
come down to veal. 

Many a dad who is satisfied with the 
necessities of life has a hard time keeping 
a family satisfied on the luxuries. 

Home is a place to start from to dine 
out. 

Keeping up with the neighbors keeps 
Father up with the books. 

When a man’s income falls 


the outcome. 


prodigal son to 


off he begins 
) WOrTY about 
If you want to hear a real college yell, 
be around when Dad gets sonny’s request 
for money. 

They toil not, neither do they spin; 
vet Solomon in all his glory was not 
cabareted like one of these. 

We have been invited to a dinner to 
consider the Amelioration of the Condi- 
tion of the Poor, at $5 a plate. 

I saw my friend Brown at two ban- 
quets and a ball last week; the way 
some something 
awful. 

A woman always likes to make herself 
believe that she is a little poorer than she 
is and the neighbors that she is a little 
richer. 

Possibly some stocks are called “war 
brides”” because of the way they have 
been acting lately. 

The high cost of living has done a lot 
to make turnips respectable. 

Perhaps it is called “‘the 
because it gets broke so often. 

About the poorest place for the debut 
of an after-dinner joke is among the 
Smart set. 

Many a girl would be happy with love 
in a cottage, but she wants that cottage 
at Bar Harbor. 


people gad around is 


upper c¢ rust 


A Public Benefactor 
By Tom Morcan 


HE old home town will never be 

quite the same with old Roscoe 
Rasp gone. When he finally shut up 
and departed for the Better Land an 
unaccustomed hush fell upon the village. 
During his lifetime he had differed with 
and from everybody else on _ politics, 
religion, and every other subject on earth 
or in the waters under the earth, and was 
always ready to so state. With him the 
two sides to every question were his own 
side and plumb foolishness. He never 
argued; he simply announced his posi- 


] 


tion, and attempted to out-yell all opposi- 
tion. 

At almost any hour of the day, and 
often until fairly late at night, the in- 
terested bypasser could hear emanating 
from his little cobbler shop the whackity- 








Holding Up the Nation’s Defense 


one end of the line which are not properly 
spoken into the transmitter at the other. 
The relation between the speaker and the 
hearer is the same as the relation between 


The telephone played atremendous part 
in this Nation's mobilization for war. It con- 
tinues vital to the Government's program. 


At the same time it has remained at the 
service of the whole people whose de- 
mands upon it grow apace with that of 
the Government. 


The public is entitled to the best service 
that it is possible to render. But the public 
has a partnership in the responsibility for 
good telephone service. 

It takes three to make any telephone 
connection: the person calling, the com- 
pany, and the person called. Without the 
co-operation of all three the service suffers. 


The telephone company can make the 
connection, but no words can be heard at 


Rae wp One haan 








whack of the hammer on the lapstone and 
the clackity-clack of acrimonious and 
stentorian controversy. For be it known 
that he was as industrious as he was con- 
tumacious, and the madder he got and the 
louder he clamored the faster he worked. 
The rare combination of an industrious 
man who loved trouble was a genuine 
boon and benison to the prominent and 
influential loafers, for most busy men are 
prone to either answer with grunts or get 
away as quickly as possible. But Roscoe 


One System 


trimmed and 
raring to go. 
him with glee 
come and a rambunctious row awaited 
them at all times. 


scattered all over 
lence. So old 
and regretted not only as a good and 
faithful workman, but also as a herder 
of bores. 


the orator and his audience. It cannot 
be maintained if the orator turns his back 
to the listeners or if the audience is 
inattentive. 


Telephone trafic must be kept moving. 
Speak distinctly—answer* promptly—and 
release the line as quickly as possible. 
Don't continue reading when the bell rings. 


These seem little things to ask the indi- 
vidual telephone subscriber, but when the 
individual is multiplied by millions all over 
this country, it is easy to see how impor- 
tant it is that all should co-operate. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 


Universal Service 





them, and was 


burning for battle and 
And so they flocked around 
», knowing that a warm wel- 


Rasp invited 


] + 
always 


And now that he is gone they are 
town like a_ pesti- 


Roscoe will be missed 
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Amusement 








COHAN & HARRIS Sade Wed end ten. o.00 
COHAN & HARRIS Present 


Funniest American Comedy of Recent Years 


A TAILOR-MADE MAN 


Extremely Novel, Clever Play b 
HARRY JAMES SMITH with GRANT MITCHELL 





GAIETY fiat Wed: & Sat. ats. 


KLAW & ERLANGER'’S Big Musical Comedy Hit 


THE Rainbow Girl 


WINTER GARDEN 
THE PAssING SHOW OF 1918 == t%% 


BOOTH 45th W. of B’way. Wei. 8%. a" 


me" SEVENTEEN 
Maxine Elliott’s {)0.°wo'%e S23 
EYES OF YOUTH “%x 
A STOR Fw 

tusicee ROCK - my BYE ‘BABY 
CASINO Pitty Fans: Sree 3:3 


OH, LADY! LADY!! 





B'way and 50t h Street 




















The 


Tennis Player 


4 ) ~ LAI 
H' ends the ball, in skimmi ight, 
\cross the net no mort 
In khaki clad, not flannels whit 
He forges to the for 
Yet could you look on him you'd see 
That he is still the same, 


Although he plays in Picardy 


\ sterner, graver game 


Keen-eyed ntent 
Without a trace 

His spirit is brave 
(As when he “volleyed” here. 

\s on the green-turfed court he fought 
With Yankee grit and grin, 

Still in his mind he keeps the thought 


ilert and lithe, 
ot tear, 
and blithe 


TatLtor-NIap! 


TIGER 





That he is bound to win! 


Summer Schedule 
Up and Down on the Broadway J oy Line 
With L. M., 


Conductor 


4 nN ; 








YOUTH 20th Street. 


Aladdin’s. 


KYES O1 
wonderful as 

FoLLIES OF 1918—New Amsterdam. 
Scenes of rare beauty peopled with 
plentiful beauties. 

Gettinc TocetTuer—Shubert. Trench 
types portrayed humorously and hu- 


manely. 
Goinc-Up—Liberty. From authorship to 
1 melody. 


airship via farce and 

Hircuy Koo—Globe. Particularly glad- 
some is Leon Errol as the chef who, 
when dinner stews nought but 
himself. 

Kiss Burciar, Tu 


Lamps as 


is due, 


Elti nge 


Fay Bain- 


ter embraces every opportunity to 
look cute. 
Man Wuo Stayep at Home, Tue— 


huns come 
warm re- 


When the 
them a 


48th Street. 
to visit he gives 
eption. 
NIAYTIMI 
stowed 
tree for 


+ 


Broadhurst. Romance is 
safely under an old apple 
future reference in the last 

act. 
Muipnicut Froitic—Cocoanu 

terglow of the “ Follies.”’ 
Mipnicut Revue—Century 
tral Park is 
ertain Dollies. 
Motuer’s Liserty Bonp—Park. 
drama at its melodrama-est. 
On, Lapy! Lapy!!—Casino. 


smart. 


t Grove. <Af- 


Cen- 


because of 


Grove. 


‘ 
OV erlo« y»ked 
Melo- 
Sparklingly 


Passinc Suow or 1918—Winter Garden. 
Skirtless vaudeville. 


Rarnpow Girt, THoe—Gaiety. The tale 


of an heir and an actress, musically 
told. 
Rock-A-Bye Basy Astor. Tune- 


trimmed comedy involving three kids 
and a goat. 
SEVENTEEN—Booth. Not a full-grown 
merely youth’s sighs. 
Man, A—Cohan & Harris. 
success and Society on 
plumage. 
Rose—Lyceum. Baffled by 
nore Ulric’s coquetry, the forest 
fails to spot the fugitive hero when the 
latter disguises himself as the works 
of a grandfather clock. 


romance: 


Soaring to 
be rrow ed 
Leo- 


cop 


SS 


Mull 
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A Bap Spe. or SICKNESS 


‘coPY THIS SKETCH 


JUDG! 





THE FINEST TURKISH Tiameeet 

Distinctive, Unusual-Hand-Rolled and with Your Mono- 

gram, Crest, Coat of Arms or Frat Mark on the Cigarette 
An Ideal Gift for Any Occasion 


jor D2LD jo $9.29 $10 "0° $19 


Order style of by » as above, print 
initials, specify kind “ot ‘tip. We also have a handsome 
Mahogany Humidor filled with 200 cigarettes and your 
monogram for $6 an ideal gift to send anyone anywhere 
All Shipments in Plain Packages, Insured and Prepaid 
MARMAY MFG. CO., Dept. K, 136 S. 4th, Philadelphia 


ne 














and let's see what you can do with it. Cartoon- 
ists and illustrators earn from $20.00 to $125.00 
or more per week. My practical system of per- 
sonal individu - lessons by mail will develop 
your talent. Fifteen years’ successful work for 
newspapers and magazines qualifies me to teach 
you. Send sketch of Uncle Sam with 6c in stamps 
for test lesson plate; also collection of drawings 
showing possibilities for YOU. State your age. 


The Landon School 3 Uiustsstirs 


nr 
1483 Schofield Building, Cleveland, 3 











Stern Justice 

The president of the court-martial — His 
Royal Highness has been found guilty of 
cowardice and intoxication while engaged with 
the enemy. His conduct resulted in great 
disaster to his army and grave peril to the 
Fatherland. What is your suggestion, sir? 

Judge Advocate Schmalzfinger Let his 
punishment be condign and merciless without 
deference to his rank. I recommend that we 
choose two of his unterofficiers and have them 


shot at sunrise. 


The mission of th 
publication ts to preach 
pel h ryuir 
Copyright, 1918, by Leslie-Judge Company 
Entered at the Post-office at New York as 
second-class mail matter 


Cable address “Judgark,” Telephone 6632 Madison Squar: 
Published weekly by Leslic-Judge Company, 

Brunswick Building, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 

John A. Sleicher, President Reuben P. Sleicher, Se 

Perriton Maxwell, Editor 
A. E. Rollauer, Treasurer Waldron, Literary Editor 
Grant E. Hamilton Lawton Mackati 

Associate Editor 


SUBSCRIPTION RATES 


One year, 52 numbers 85.00 
Six months, or 26 numbers 2 50 
Thirteen weeks 1.25 


Payable in advance 
or postal order 

The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright in both 
the United States and Great Britain 

If JUDGE cannot be found at any newsstand, the publishers 
will be under obligation if that fact be promptly reported on 
postal card or by letter. 

BACK NUMBERS: Present ; r, 10 cents per copy; 1917 
10 cents; 1916, 20 cents, etc 

Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mex 
ico. To Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a year for postage; to 
all foreign countries add $1.00 a year 

JUDGE cannot undertake to return unsolicited manuscripts 
or drawings unless they are accompanied by full postage for 
that prrn 


or by draft on New York, or by express 


Advertising Department Offices 


Brunswick Building New York 
Walker Building Boston 
Marquette Building Chicago 
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HAVE YOU A 
‘SWEETHEART, 


Son or Brother in training camps in the 
American Army or Navy? If so, mail 


him a package of ALLEN’S FOOT = EASE, 


| 








the antiseptic powder to be shaken into 
the shoes and sprinkled in the foot-bath. 
The American, British and French 
troops use Allen’s Foot—Ease, because 
it takes the Friction from the Shoe and 
freshens the feet. It is the greatest 
comforter for tired, aching, tender, 
swollen feet, and 


2 
$ 
) 
? 
2 
2 
? 


The Plattsburg Camp Manual advises 
men in training to shake Foot~Ease 
in their shoes each morning. Ask your 
dealer to-day for a 25c. box of Allen’s 
Foot=Ease, and for a 2c. stamp he will 
> Soldiers use Mail it for you. What remembrance 
Foot-Ease could be so acceptable ? 

A limited number of FreeTrial Packages of Allen’s 
Foot-Ease will be forwarded, charges prepaid, to 
any War Relief Committee for making up Comfort 
Kits. Ad ire ss, Allen 8S. Olmsted, Le Roy, N. Y. 

+. a Bmp Mites eo pn 





gives relief to corns) 
and bunions, ; 








Misunderstood 
Corporals Budwesky and O’Hara, of the 
Headquarters detachment, Washington, are 
both of the legal profession and are fond [ 
points on the statutes. 
Georgetown, 


discussing intricate 
O’Hara, who has been attending 
got up after one of these discussions lately and 
remarked: 

“Well, I must be going; I have a case at 
home I must absorb to the last detail.” 

Quartermaster Sergeant Smith, overhearing 
only this last remark, looked up in sur- 
prise. 

“Do you know,” that I never 
Marines’ 


he remarked, “ 
thought that fellow touched a drop!”’ 
Magazine. 


He Knew 


HUAN EH) _ ong 


; FUN pe he FIGHTERS 
Good Things in Our Army and Navy 


Publications 


The New Hero 
It’s pretty hard these days, even for a 
star, to get more publicity than a 
riveter.—T7rench and Camp. 


Then the Band Played 


vague a NN 
f 


MOV ie 
champion 

















** Poor Old Jones is 
he has musical feet.” 

“What are they?” 

“Two flats.”,—Seventh Regiment Gazette. 


gettin’ a discharge 


A Definition 


“What is a humdinger?” 


“One who can make a deaf, dumb and blind 


woman holler ‘Oh, boy!’ The Bullet. 


All About It 
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le you © O0BODY — 
HOW TO | ALWAYS 
stgantco KNOWED 


RMS? 















WHERE'S 
THE BALANCE 
OF YOUR 
RIFLE ? 


“a 
fe ALLY 
THEY GAVE } 
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Att Nicety BaLancep 


EXcEPT 





HOTEL SAN REMO 
Central Park West, 
NEW YORK 


Overlo« ng Central Park's most picturesque lake 
especially attr active luring the Spring and Summer month 
f memo als to fathers, mothers and children 


Rooms and Bath—$2.50 per day and aaueede. 
Parlor, bedroom and bath—$4.00 pe 
SPECIAL WEEKLY RATES 
Please Write for Illustrated Booklet. 
Ownership Management—EDMUND M. BRENNAN 


74th and 75th Streets 


r day and upwards. 








ROMEIKE’S °255S CLIPPING BUREAU 


We will send you all ne wspaper 
lippings which may appear about you, your f iends, or any sub- | 


ject on which you may want to be “‘up-to-date."”" Every new 


paper and periodical of importance in the Unite: d States and 


Europe is searched. Terms $6.00 per 100 notices 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York! 


IN THE H[Eav—The Air Scout 


Sufficient Qualifications 


Victim—But I wanta join your gang. 

Gangster—But what d’ye know ‘bout the 
game? 

Victim—I ran a hotel during the war. 


Gangster—Gee, youse is a gang all by your- 
self.—Norfolk Naval Recruit. 


Reformed 
The fellow who used to carry a finger-nail 
file in his upper left-hand vest pocket now uses 
both hands when he eats his meat.—Trench and 
Camp. 





27 YEARS THE ENEMY OF PAIN 





HEADACHE 
TABLETS 


10* 23° 


C-simi¥ 


&r Headaches, 
Neuralgias, 
LaGrippe 2n2Colds 

Women's Aches anallls, 

Rheumatic 220 SciaticPains 
Pain! 46 er0or Where 


fh Jour Druggist for AA [ablets 
See Monogram pk an the Genuine 


The Antikamnia Chemical Co..St. Louis 


a 








Army Definitions 

This man’s army has its own idea of the use 
and meaning of pronouns. Here’s the way 
they’re understood: 

I—the rookie. 

You—the sergeant. 

He—the Colonel. 

We—the gang. 

They—the Huns. 

It—the war. 

His—what the kaiser will get. 

Theirs—what the Huns will get.—<Kelly 
Field Eagle. 
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HOTEL 
Marie Antoinette \ 





66th St. & Broadway, New York 


A House of Most Refined Atmosphere. 
Noted for Its Cuisine. European Plan. 


_ 

















“MADE AT KEY WEST 
WANTED—AN IDEA! 


The Optimist 
Our Idea of an Op- 
timist—The lad who, 
reaching the station in 
time to see the rapidly 
disappearing | taillights 
Let's of the “last train,” 
with the next train due 
at4A.M.,looksupat the 
moon, shoves his hands 
Bunkered in his pockets and 
Za? chirps, between puffs, 
' “Now if I only had my 

Chemistry here—.”’ 


. -Re ( ord. 





WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 
imple g to pat ? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
su wealth. Write for *‘Needed Inventions” and “How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co 
Patent Attorne Dept. 129, Washington, D. ¢ 








“Germany still insists on annexations. Let’s 
give her Hell.” —Punch Bowl 


What He Would Do 

John — Doctor, my 
brother stepped in a 
hole and wrenched his 
knee and now he limps. 
What would you do in 
a case like that? 


ue es Th lrrepressible. Joyous, 


With the Gllese Wits 


rrespousible 


H. Stanley Green, Managing Director : mm ¥e Gude Otte Daye | 
: Y coman—lI hear Rolf is stage struck. 
Fair Ladie—In sooth, would he fain become | said in a whisper, ‘ 
yor sepeabte OF BRAINS an actor? woman, for you’ve 
IGARS Yeoman—Nay, he got in the way of the Royal you've saved my life. 
Coach.—W idow. | three other queens.”’- 


Before and After 


~~ 





Ina—Do you believe in kissing before marriage? 


Clare—Yes, if you expect to get kissed at all. 
— Tiger. 


ta 
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A Thrilling Moment 
“This is the happiest moment of my life,’’ he 


‘and you are the loveliest 
made a new man of me, 
I have drawn you to 
Chaparral. 


Tragedy 

Scene—Anywhere on 
the campus. 

Enter a pale youth 
waving a letter in one 
hand. “Ah, woe is me, 
woe is me!”’ 

Squirrel 
thing? 

Pale Nut—I have just 
undergone a most an- 
noying operation. 

Squirrel—What was 
it? 

Food—I had my al- 


lowance cut off.—Burr. 


Lose some- 


Uninteresting 
Prospect 
Young Man—Please 
come out in the garden 
with me? 
Fair Co-Ed—Oh, no, 








‘Nice chain you have.” 
“Yes, I won it playing golf.” 


“ Any special reason for carrying the links around 


with you? "—Widow. 
His Proposal 


She—Kisses are intoxicating. 
He—Let’s get. soused.— Panther. 





Doc—I suppose I would limp too.—Awgwan. I mustn’t go out without a chaperone. 


Young Man—But we won’t need one. 


That Letter of Yours 


Your letter gave me not one scare; Froth. 
You really must do better. 

No more you'll love me—this you swear;— Proof Proposed 

But such a lengthy letter! 

superstitious?” 
“Sure.” 
“Fine—len’ me 


Twelve pages, covered every one, 

And oh! so neatly written! thirteen 

That’s not the way a letter’s done 
At the Dance 

He—I am glad to see you’re back. 

She—Don’t be so risqué.—W idow. 


That gives a man the mitten!—7Tiger. 
Same Old Thing 


And the Waters Rose 

I was standing by the waters, 

The stream was flowing by; 
It cast its fair reflection 

A-glittering in my eye. 
My thoughts were on my love, 

My heart was brightly glowing, 
When suddenly I noticed 

The bath. . . was overflowing. 

—Record. 


Fair Co-Ed—Then I don’t want to go.— 


“Can you prove to me that you’re not 


cents.” —Froth. 











Cuticura Stops 











Itching an 





She—Did you hear of Mrs. Crabbington’s auto accident? 
He—Not unusual; she’s been doing it ever since they were married.—Chaparral. 








Saves the Hair , 


ae 
All druggists; Soap 5%, Ointment & 4), Talcum 3B. 
*Cuticura, Dept. B, Boston.” 


She ran her own husband down. Snail teak tees ot" . 
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“A Wonderful Bargain!—I'm Delighted!” 


and that’s what you'll say, too, when you see 


THE AMERICAN UNIVERSITIES 
NEW UNABRIDGED DICTIONARY 


The Latest and Most Complete English Dictionary 


Contributing Staff From the Leading American Universities—Harvard, Princeton, Columbia, Pennsylvania, 
Cornell—Assisted by Specialists From All Parts of the World 


Printed on INDIA PAPER 


which enormously reduces weight and bulk as com- 
pared with the old style Unabridged Dictionaries 
printed on ordinary book paper. Instead of 
weighing sixteen pounds, the American Uni 
versities Dictionary weighs only 7 3-4 

pounds. Instead of being 6 inches thick, 
the American Universities Dictionary is 
only 2 3-4 inches thick. Instead of re- 
quiring an unsightly book stand, the 
imerican Universities Dictionary 
can be handled With the ease of 

a book of ordinary size. 





















Bound in 


FULL 
MOROCCO 


with beautiful Grecian 
border design and _ letter 
ing in gold. Specially re 
inforced covers, with spring 
back and silk head and tail 
bands. 


There are nearly 2500 
pages in this big vol- 
ume. 16 Full-Page 
Colored Plates form 
an interesting fea- 
ture, besides numer- 
ous Illustrations in 
the text. 


DISTINCTIVE ENCYCLOPEDIC AND EDUCATIONAL FEATURES 


Full Gold Edges 


The Last Word in Elegance 
and Durability 
The Patent Thumb Index makes any part 
of the complete vocabulary of nearly 
400,000 words instantly accessible. Size of 
volume 11 3-8x 9 inches. Two and three 
quarters inches thick. Weight 7 3-4 pounds. 








In acani mm te omplete vocabulary of upwards of 400,000 words, prono 1, which comprise all the new wo rds fresh from the laboratories of scien 

coined | the eed of the Gre at W rid War. br ught into be ma og soothe master olthe I ng oli iage, or lifte« 1 fron the lang wi street int ya Sspeec! 

recognized finally by the great scholars cf the world, The American Universities New Unabridged Dicti nary contains the following encyclopedic departments: 

A ects nary of Authors and their principal work \ Pronouncing Dictionary of Greek and Latin proper THE PRINCIPAL COMMERCIAL AND FINANCIAI 

A Dictionary of noted names in standard fiction, mythology panes ' T ~ MSIN CURRENT USEIN EIGHT LANGUAGES 
Een. *ractical r iT . . : . ‘TOoTr DAD TITCIIC * on a * 

A Pronouncing Gazetteer of the World Faulty dictior bi Dp and writing and NGLISH, SPANISH, PORTUGUESE, ITALIAN 

A Dictionary of foreign words, phrases, noteworthy sa how t vena ‘CH, RUSSIAN, DUTCH, GERMAN. The vali 
ngs, used in current literature. Rules of eget ys a al = ey ae 

A Pron cing Dictionary of Scripture pr per names and One thous were sid of The abula if ~ : f En a 
their location in the Bible Ameri . , ‘ e of terms in the le siliens ( tal languages wi 

A Pronounct Dictionary of Biography the pedia stantly recognize — every wide-awake busine 





THESE ENCYCLOPEDIC AND EDUCATIONAL FE \TU RES, in addition to the complete list of upwards « of 400,000 wor s;, and alk—both old and + 
ct n their proper order in one vocabulary, make this new volume, with its imposing staff of American University ae rs, the most authent 
comprehensive, and convenient work of general reference of modern times. 


DON’T STOP GROWING! NEVER AGAIN SUCH A BARGAIN 
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Wouldn't it have been a serious handicap to you if you had st pped growing physically The al publishe ors of The American Universilies New Un ot ved Dictionary were : 
wiht you were sixteen? able t fy the prit ters and bind ] ng that the small part § 
7 f he > leted bor 4 raj idly taker } £ 
Ww mar eonevia hace ene in — — ‘ tafe ‘ . , ! . | iid ta 
; H w mat An rds have y 1 added to you vocabula nce you left scl ? How much readers of Judge. we have ent i into an arrange that kes it possible, whil ‘ 
eth nig cil atari ara ditectita pies last, to offer the volume at HALF THE PU BLISHERS PRICE. which wa $27.00 
Are you still laboring under the delusion that mall. abridged dictionary answers all 
r growing language needs? ee a a , Our Price to Judge Readers Only $13.50 | 
\ would ress rowin ll ani Instalment Terms, if desired. Or $12.50 with coupon if you want te save t 
al y of are we Ceara the cash discount. 
Ny Bde; er it _—_—— i SS A 
locks the gol oe BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO., J-8-3-18 
¢ late. p — a 5 . ee ms 6 Brunswick Building, New York City 
a r ng price the it ‘ 
is too late the g ib lishers ft vi : r Be sed is $1.00, first payment on American Univer 
Vew Unabridged Dic nt " $ 0, is le by se Di ationary, to be sh 'p ped charge Ss prepaid. I agree to rer 
eral dollars than tt he full spetias pric ) f $1.00 per mo ' 
Fi price of tw other | following receipt of 'b k th > I will within five i | 
pri th =| 
n standard lictionaries ask for instructions for its return, at ur expense, my $1 Fi 
1 al Word that wil mpare with | to be fefunded 6n its receipt ee 
t is not a real home if it lacks | a new, up-to-date Unabridged Dictionary. Every en- the American Univer Name 
ened head of a household realizes this and cherishes the hope some day of adding so sities Dictionary in any | a ae 
itial a book to th o ions f the features that di So reer 3 
Mak m i ng coupon at , t e latter ES 
Occupation State = 
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